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gy.cited, a heaviness crept over my frame, and a drowsiness
stole over my senses. Enraptured by her presence, anxiously
desirous to ascertain who she might he, I felt, to my con-
sternation, each moment more difficulty in moving, even in
seeing. The tombs, the altar, the kneeling suppliant,
moved confusedly together and mingled into mist, and
sinking back on the tomb which supported me, I fell, as I
supposed, into a deep slumber.

I dreamed that a long line of Venetian nobles, two by
two, passed before me, and as they passed they saluted me ;
and the two doges were there, and as they went by they
smiled and waved their bonnets. And suddenly there ap-
peared my father alone, and he was dressed in a northern
dress, the hunting-dress I wore in the forest of Jonsterna,
and he stopped and looked upon me with great severity,
and I withdrew my eye, for I could not bear his glance,
and when I looked up again he was not there, but the lady
of the altar. She stood before me, clinging to a large cru-
cifix, a large crucifix of ebony, the same that I had beheld
in the chapel in the gardens on the Brenta. The tears
hung quivering on her agitated face. I would have rushed
forward to console her, but I awoke.

I awoke, looked round, and remembered everything. She
was not there. It was twilight, and the tombs were barely
perceptible. All was silent. I stepped forth, from the altar
into the body of the church, where a single acolyte was
folding up the surplices and placing them in a trunk. I
inquired if he had seen any lady go oat; but he bad seen
nothing. He stared at my puzzled look, which was the look
of a man roused from a vivid dream. I went forth; one
of my gondoliers was lying on the steps. I asked him also
if he had seen any lady go out. He assured me that no
person had come forth, except the priests. Was there any
other way ? They believed not. I endeavoured to re-enter
the church to examine* but it was locked.